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Dramatis Perſons. 


| M E N. 


King Edward. 

Earl of Huntington; alias Robin Hood. 

Earl of Pembrook. 

Darnel, Friend to Huntington; alias Little John. 
Pindar of Wake field. 

„ Prim, a Puritan. 

Johnny, his Man. 

Peter Meager. 


WOMEN. 


Matilda, the Princeſs. f 
| Marina, in Love with Darnel. 
1 Pindar's Wife. 


Captain, Gentlemen, Forreſters, Guards, &c. 


SCENE, Part of the firſt Act the Court, the 
Reſt of the Performance in the Foreſt of Sher- 
wood, 


ROBIN HOOD. 


487 4 SCENT LE 


SCENE the Palace Walls. 


Enter a Captain with à Party of Soldiers marching, 
Huntington and Darnel Priſoners. 


=== noble Lord, here my Commands 
expire; 
I muſt attend no farther=— Truſt 

me, I lament 
The fiery Diſpoſition of the King— 
and wiſh 
| You wou'd preſerve your valu'd Life by Abſence. 
Hunt. What, and not ſee Matilda! Once, once more. 
It is too much, I will return and die. 
Capt. Then you will cruelly return her Love, 
WMW ho on her Knees fo long intreated for you. 
Be wile, and 

Hunt. Yes, yes, my Friend, this Madman ſhi! be wiſe 
Altho' the King would not allow the Combat. 
If I retury, Pembrook will ſee me fall, 
And triumph to my Face in my Deſtruction; 
Were mine alone in view, I'd brave my Doom, 
And laugh at Ruin Bur my Friends, my Friends, 
My dear Dependants ſhall they feel my Fate, 
And perith but for loving me too well? 
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Shall I pull Curſes with me to the Grave, 

Of unborn Children, and lamenting Mothers? 
The Widow's Tear wou'd turn my Cup to Gall, 
| Though ir were fill'd with all the Sweets of Love. 

| Capt. By Manhood I conjure thee 

1 Hunt. Mine is a Weakneſs which proceeds from 


Pp Manhood : 
I am no Man when I have no Humanity. 
Capt. Think of your Danger — 


Hunt. Captain, 
| You arc a Son of Honour by Profeſſion x 
| By your Profeſſion's Honour, I entrear, 
When Time ſhall wear a gentler Aſpect, give 
4 The fair Matilda this from Huntington. 
[ Gives him a Picture. 

Capt. By Heav'n I will, tho' with the utmoſt Hazard, 
' Hunt. Words are too poor to thank you But 
my Soul, | 

(Cou'd it but burſt the Priſon of my Body) 

Shou'd fall in loweſt Gratitude betore you. 

Exeunt Hunt. and Darn. 
| Capt. This is no Pembrook— Farewel, noble Lord. 
Ah! what has Princely Edward loſt in thee? 


To him that Evil thinks let Evil be. 
Ha! | 
Here come the fair Matilda and Marina. 


Enter Matilda and Marina. 


Royal Madam I have a Preſent for you, [ Capt. kneels, | 
Mat. From Pembroot——— Let me pals. 
Capt. From Huntington?! | 
Mat. Oh give it me— and think, I charge thee 

think 

Which way Matilda may be grateful to thee. | Flouriſb. 
Marin. Madam, his Majeſty and Pembrook. 
Mat. Away 


4 


Oh lead, Marina, lead to my Apartment. 1 
| | Exeunt Mat. and Mar. 


Enter 


m 
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Enter King, and Pembrook, attended. 


King. Conqueſt and Crowns adorn our Royal Head, 
And Glory ſtill attends me in my Wars. 
Nine Days are ſcarcely paſt, ſince I was ſheath'd 
In glitt'ring Armour, trampling on the Foe. 


Thou, Pembrook, ſaw'ſt the Engliſh Lion ſtride, 


W hoſe Fierceneſs did the Gallic Troops divide. 
Now, by the Glories of our Royal Houle, 
Since they have dar'd ro rouze our ſtern Reſentment, 
VII carry Sword and Fire thro' their Realm, 
And level all before me till they own 
Themſelves the Vaſſals of the Brizih Crown. 

Pem. May it pleaſe your Highneſs, I renew my Suit, 
Thus humbly on my Knces, for fair Matilda. 

King. Ariſe, my Lord. 
Is not our ſacred Word already paſt ?. | 
Our Siſter thall be thine. For thee, our Friend, 
We've driv'n forth the Traitor Huntington, 


For whom Matilda had declar'd her Love: 


' Abſence will ſoon remove him from her Mind. 
Believe me, Lord, I fear not thy Succeſs. 


Pem. My Lord, your Royal Siſter ſhuns our Preſence. 
I fear to urge 

King. We are not to atrend a Woman's Will. 
Purſue and conquer Know, the King's thy Friend, 
And Oppoſition's vain where I command, [ Exe, 


Euter Huntington and Darnel. 


Hunt. Oh truſty Dar nel how ſhall I repay thee! 
Can Huntington reward thy noble Truth, 
Thus driv'n from the Cour! and fair Matilda, 
Whilſt haughty Pembrook its in her Beauty? 

Dar. My Lord, you are fur'd of Love from her: 
And tho' you are driv'n to Exile by the King, 
Your pooreſt Slave ſhall follow all your Fortunes, 
Till your dear Love, ſpite ot your row'ring Foe, 
In Peace and Liberty 1h.il bleſs your Arms. 


unt. 
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Hunt. Farewel, oh hated Court! and, lov'd Matilda 
A long farewel I fear to her Oh Darnel, ; 
I am in deſpair My Fortunes too are ſeizèd! 
W hart then remains but that in Sherwood's Foreſt 
We join the Ourlaw-Band, and live on Rapine : 
Now Huntington no more, but Robin Hood; 
And thou, my Darnel, Little John be call'd. 

Dar. Sir, I attend with Pleaſure. 

Hunt. Oh Matilda ! 


ATR I. Farewel, dear faithiefs Charmer. 


Farewel, my deareſt Charmer, 
from you muſt rove, 
Since baniſh'd by your Brother : 
Adieu, my tender Love. 
To the Green-wood I muſe go, 
And there in ſecret mourn 
For am banifh'd from thee, 
And never muſt return. [Excunt. 


SCENE 


ROBIN HO O D. 


SCENE the Foreſt of Sherwood. 


Enter the Outlaws. 


1 Outl. No Sport this Morning, my Lads? 
2 Outl. Which are you for, robbing of Men, or 
| killing of Deer? | 
3 Outl. Why they are both good wholeſome Exer- 
ciſes, I am for the firſt that comes in my way. I like 
a Wench too, by way of Exerciſe; and between you 
and I, ſhe can't be too handſome for me. 
1 Outl. Peter Meager, what Exerciſe art thou for? 
F Outl. Why, for my Part, I am a mighty Admirer 
of a Bit of ſomething to eat—— For the nouriſhing 
of a Man is the flouriſhing of a Woman. | 
' 3 Outl. Methinks Will. Stutely ſtays long with his 
Miſtreſs that he went to ſee at Nottingbam. I wiih 
the Rogue may not come to any harm. Now for Bu- 


ſineſs, Boys Let us to our Rendezvous, and then 
ſcek ou. 


AIR II. Country Bumpkin. 
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8 Come let's away together, 


Zis bonny Weather, tis delicate Weather, 
Come let's away together, 
Aud ſcour the Country round, Boys, 
Chor. Come wind the Horn, 


For the Sport of the Morn, 
B For 
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For the Sport of the Morn, 
For the Sport of the Morn, 


As yet we have not found, Boys. [Ex. ſinging. 
SCENE the Palace. 


0 | Enter Matilda and Marina. 


| 
Mat. Where I ſhall ſeek my baniſh'd Huntington? 
1 The Darling of my Soul, and every Joy 


That this poor beating Boſom ever knew. 
How has my Royal Brother curs'd Matilda / 
| Ah, cruel Monarch and deteſted Pembrook /! 
l 
" AIR III. Cloe proves falſe. 
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Bear me, ſome gentle Power, to his Arms 

| (That I may feaft my Eyes on his Charms) 

x Tho to the Earth's remoteſ} Shore, 

Co give ws him, el give ine him, whom I adore. 


Ui] wander o'er the Earth but I will fir d him. 
Mar. 
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Mar. Madam, behold the Follower of your Fate 
For faithleſs Darnel, to whom I am contracted, 
Is fled with Huntington Aide. 
. Mat. I thank thee, dear Marina, much I thank thee. 
We will provide the Shepherdeſſes Weed, 
And from this fatal Place depart with ſpeed, 


SCENE the Foreſt. 


Enter Outlaws. 


1 Outl. Come, my Lads, now we are all together, 
let's ſee who is miſſing Robert Hide, the Tanner. 
2 Outl. Here. | 
1 Outl. Jact Haſty, the Cook, 
3 Outl. Here I am, 'sblood! 
1 Out]. Don't be ſo paſſionate, Fohn———— Ralph 
Ranſack, the Miller. 
4 Outl. Here. 
1 Outl. Peter Meaper. 
5 Outl. Here. 
- I Oatl. Ah! that's a terrible Fellow. Why don't you 
get cur'd? 
5 Outl. Becauſe I like my Diſtemper. 
1 Outl. Much good may it do you. 
7 Outl. I thank you I wiſh you the ſame with all 
my Heart. 
I Outs. Will Stately. 
Omn. Not come back yet. 
I Out]. Well, Gentlemen, ”_ Habits fir very 


ſmartly upon you. Ha! who have we here. Stand 
back, hoa. 


B3 Enter 


Enter Huntington and Darnel, as Robin Hood and 
| Little John. 


AIR IV. A Painter once took great Delight. 
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Hunt. 4 Farewel to Grandeur, 
Let rigid Poverty come; 
here abandon State and Pomp, " 


And leave my wretched Home. 
With a fa la, @c. 


Darn. My noble Maſter, rural Pleaſures f 
Duickly will come on; 
A Darnel I am now no more, 
But ſtill your faithful John, 
With a fa la, Ce. 


Omn. Oui]. Stand. 

Rob. H. I do ſo. 

1 Outl, Deliver. 

Rob. H. With all my Heart. [ Knocks him down. | 

Omn. Knock his Brains out; kill him, kill him. 

Lit. John. Stand clear. 

1 Oar]. Oh ſtop your Arms, I beg you, he is a brave 
Fellow, and may be of Uſe to us. What ſay'ſt thou, 

my 


nd 
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my Heart of Gold? Wilt thou ſhare our Fortune? 
We live in a plentiful Manner here, we have the beſt 
of every thing, and make our Neighbours pay for it. 
Rob. H. I thank you, and accept your Offer But 
1 have a Friend here, dear to me as Life, and we have 


yow'd to ſhare one Fortune. 


1 Outl. What is thy Name, my Lad? 

Rob. H. Robin Hood. 

1 Outl. And thine? 

L. John. Little John. 

1 Outl. Take the Hands and Hearts of all your Friends. 

Rob. H. I take your Hands, but I will wait for your 
Hearts, till I have done ſomething to deſerve your good 
Opinion of me [ Taking their Hands. 

1 Outl. Oh! don't touch that Fellow, Sir, he'll give 
you the Itch. 

7 Outl. What's that to you 


you ſaucy Son of a 


W hore. 


Rob. H. O ſie, Gentlemen, don't quarrel with one 


another. Let it be the firſt good Office I do, to make 


you Friends People of this Profeſſion have too many 
Enemies already 


Come, embrace. 


1 Out]. Well, I am Friends with you; but I won't 
touch you for all that, Mr. Scrub. bi o Peter. 
: Peter. I ſhall ſerve you as the new Gent 
done. | 


| Rob. H. Come, we'll have a Song and a Dance, and 
forget this. 


eman has 
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AIR V. Roger de Coverly. 
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Ceaſe, ceaſe, my Boys, this ill-tim'd Noiſe, 
Away, away. 

A friendleſs Jar all Peace deſtroys; 
Let's ſport and play. 

Be brisk and airy, dance and ſing, 


And then away, 
ith Shouts to make the Wood- Lands ring, 


And bunt our Prey. [Chorus and Dance. 


Enter Outlaw. 


Out. Oh, Gentlemen, diſmal News: I was inform'd of! 
it jult now by one of our Spies. The Sheriff and his Men 
have ſurpriz'd and taken Will Stately, and are now Car- 


rying him to Exccution. 
Onn. Oh poor Stutely / 


Peter. Gad, I am not ſorry for it, I cou'd never 


be quiet for him. 


L. Jobn. This is but a ſcurvy Omen at our ſetting 


Out. 


Rob. H. Gentlemen, pray be not ſo diſpirited; ſhall, 
ſuch a Man be loſt? We'll fetch him back alive, .or 
all be cut to Pieces. He that will not die for a Friend, 


deſerves not to live for himſelf. 
1 OV. Who ſhall lead us? 


On 8 


Omn. Robin Hood. Huzzah! 
Rob. H. Come on, Gentlemen, I accept the Dan- 
ger, and will do my ſelf the Honour to lead you. 


; AIR VI. Scots Guards March. [ French Horns. 
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March on, brave Hearts, be bold, we'll ſet him free ; 
4 And Vifory, 
F And Liberty, with all their Charms, 
| Chor.$ Shall ſmile, and crown our Arms. 
And Victory, &c. [Exeunt. 


ACT 


ROBIN HOO b. 


AGILE SUENTS 1. 


SCENE Continues. 


A long Shout. Enter Robin Hood and Little John, 
bringing in Stutely. Outlaws, Ec. 


Stu. Hanks to my Deliverers. 
Om. Long live Robin Hood and Little Jobu. 

Rob. My Duty urg'd me to this happy Action, 
And I require no Thanks. 

Peter. | think we maul'd 'em — but we did not do 
Miſchief enough. 

Rob. Oh, never thirſt for Blood !—Conquer and Spare. , 
Tis brave to Vanquiſh, bur ' tis poor to Kill. | 
Oh Matilda / 

1 Outl. What is the Matter, Captain? 

Rob. I am a Lover, Sir, 

Have loſt the only Treaſure of my Soul, 

Torn from my Arms by Pride and cruel Force, 
My ſelf a baniſhr Man, to that I owe 

The fair Reception I have met with here; 
Then grant the Articles I now propoſe, 

Since as your Leader you have honour'd me. 

Om. Speak, Captain. 

Rob. Since ſtrong Neceſſity has driv'n us out 
To this abandon'd Lite, be it our Care 
Not to deſerve our Fortune by our Crimes; 

As you were born of Women, never hurt 'em, 
But treat with Gentleneſs that tender Sex. 

Om. Well ſaid. 

Rob. Plunder the Rich alone, but feed the Poor 
W hene'er you meet 'em. — 80 ſhall your Charity | 
Stand in the Ballance *gainſt your other Ills: 
Swear this, Om. We 
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Om. We Swear. « 
Rob. Then to our ſeveral Charges, and at Night 
Let every Son of Fortune meet me here. 
' 2 Out]. Bur Captain, won't you allow us to be merry 
a littie in our Occupation? 
| Ro. As Mirth itſelf, and L' be merry too. 
2 Outl. A Song at parting then and ſo adieu. 


AIR VII. Away, away, we've Crown'd the Day, 
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L. John. To Sport, away———=7#9 more Dy, 


No invie Delay: 
To Sport, away; u mor? Delay 


{oo long we have for/cor gut Prep, 
Too long, QC. 
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With mail; Steps, and Bow of Yew, 
Chor. Let us the leading Game purſue, 


Too long we have forſook our Prey. | 


1 Outl. Odo! Captain, I had forgot one thingy 
we've lodg'd a Stag in the old dunny Pindar's Coply 
{uppoſe we rouze him before we part. 


Nob. Be it ſo March on. 
Pindar meets en. 
Who's he that dares to ſtop me in my \\ 2, ? 


Pin. Whoaml that dares to hop and Ls the rue 
Why I am the Jolly Pindar of Wakefield na 
tho” Tin a lutle grey in my Head, and dunny in my 
Ears, | have a Heart as ſound as an Elm, and I don 
tear the bett Lad of you all. 

Nob. What means the ſawcy Fool? | 

Pin. Sawce for Foul by'r Lady, and Sawce forl 
Fiſh too Will you take a Stroke with me? I'm your: 
Mon d'ye ſee Knaves! break my Hedges, and ſpoil 
my Corn Come on. ; 

L. Jobn. Egad there's no work for me I find 
I'll e'en go and have a Game ar Tick-Tack with his 
Wife the while, and harden his Head with a pair of 
Horns. [ Exit, 
[| Pindar and Robin Hood ght. Pindar ſtrikes the Staff 

out of his Hand. | 

Pin. Nea, take up thy Staff again. I ſcorn to ſhewy 
foul PI: ay. 

Rob. Heartily haſt thou fought—pive me thy Hand, 
and from this Moment, Rol in Hocd's thy Friend. 


Pin. With all my Heart — here our Diviſions end. g 
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AIR VIII. Sure Marriage is a fine thing. 


| 
| 
N 


thou wilt ſpare my Hedges, my Corn, and my Cattle, 
With a fa la, 
wear T' never more engage with thee in Battle, 
With a fa la 
a Wor any ſpiteful Foe hall this ſeal d Friendſhip hinder 
*Twixt bonny Robin Hood and jolly Wakeficld's Pindar 
d. With a fa la. | Exeunt, 


Enter Matilda and Marina as Shepherdeſſes. 


Mat. Is this the Way, Marina ? Oh my Love! 
hall the poor Wretch, conducted by blind Fortune, 
Rber find the darling Treaſure of her Soul? 
Mar. Oh lovely Princeſs! moderate your Grief: 
ch Virtue is the ſacred Guard of Hcav'n. 
G'S Leaps 
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Nat. What can AHatilla do to pay thy Goodnefſ, 
Undone—herſell— Lach Step I trembling tread, 
: > ivy ee 11 
My bcating Heart diſtracted in its Sear, | 
Leaps irig hird from ber cle, and longs for Death 
As a ſubſtantlal Cure for all its Woe. 


AIR IX. Black- ey'd Suſan. 
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Ji here fpall Matilda i her Love? 
Fill Chance direct my blinder May? 

7e nearer I cronld to him move, 

iy Feet, I ſcar, tne further flray. 

Ob pity, Lieu n an Eu d Slave, 
Cr tu Contpaion take the Life you gave. 


Yor. Al! Pringetz, let us fly; behold thoſe Meng 


ia. 8 
They wear a Savage Alpcct. | 
IWiokor What will Fate do with m 
28 Ine Y have 10. ſcen Us. [ 


| Eng 
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Enter W. Stutely, Pindar, and Forreſters. 


Fin. Come on! Revenge and Plunder l am ſure 
las that old Villain Pu by whole Heformation 
| was fo near being diſpos'd of— lt wilt be a Merit 
to plunder him, it we had no. occaſion for his Money. 


| Ex. 
1 Enter Prim aud Johnny with Bags. 
: Prim. Johnny. 
2 John. What ſoy you, Maſter Prim? 
1 Prim. Deliver, I toy, unto me one of the Cloak-bags, 
and go thou the other woy into the Town, for I am 
in Apprehenſion, or in Fear, or in Suſpicion, I ſoy, 
p of mceting with the Outlaws; they have a new Cap- 


tain, I hear, a profane Wretch, one Robert Hood. 
John. Ay, Maſter; this Money is plaguy heavy. 
Gives a Bag. 
Prim. Uſe not thy Mouth unto Abomination, bur 
deliver unto me the Bag, and go thy woy, for the 
Spirit doth ſhow unto me wonderfully that one of us 
ſhall be Robbed. 
John. Nay then, Maſter, it were better to part, as 
you ſoy. Exit Johnny. 
Prim. It were ſo.—Oh! my Heart is troubled with- 
in me, it is grieved, yea it is grieved ſore: Verily I will 
„ee a Scrap of an Old Song, that I may not ſeem 
afraid. 


22 ROBIN HOOD. 
AIR X. Among the Pure ones all. 


I met with a Holy Siſter, 
And one who dearly lov'd me, 
And fain I would have kiſt her, 
Becauſe the Spirit mov'd me. 
But ſhe denyd; and I reply'd, 
You're Loſt unleſs you do it, 
Therefore conſent ; you'll not repent, 
For the Spirit doth move me to it. 
[Exit another way, 


* 


Re-enter Stutely, Pindar, Cc. 


Pin. I'll ſecond thee with all my Heart, bold Sutely, 
—— Hah! a fat Prize; here comes the Old Uſurer Prim 
Stand cloſe, Boys. | [ They retire. 


Enter Prim with a Bag. 


Prim. Verily I have eſcap'd all Danger, and the 
weight of my Burthen oppreſſes my Shoulders grie- 
vouſly; I will fit down and reſt a while. { Noiſe with- 
out.) Oh! 1 am undone, I am undone! I am a dead 
Man! verily I will withdraw my {elf ſpeedily.— Oh! 
here are the Robbers. 


Enter Stutely and Pindar. 


Stu. Hold, hold, Mr. Pains-taker, and let's know 


which Way you are travelling firſt. 
Prim. Verilv, moy Beloved, the Broad woy. 


Pin. 
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Pin. The Broad woy! s'bleed that's the woy to the 
Decl. | 
Prim. I fear I am but a dead Man— Verily I will 
Preach to 'em, who knows but I may Convert 'em 
and fave all my Money, [ade]! —Oh my Beloved! 
wou'd you, I ſoy, give Ear, or—Oh! my Beloved Bre- 
thren and Friends, wou'd you Refrain-a,—wou'd you 
hearken, I ſoy, unto what I tell you, that —Verily I 
am frighten'd out of my Wits. { Ajide. 

Stu. Leave thy Preaching, Old Foam-at-the-mouth, 
and anſwer me one civil Queſtion, W hat haſt thou 
got in thy Cloak-bag there? 

Prim. Wou'd you, I ſoy, give Ear-a, or liſten unto 
me, yea, wou'd liſten unto me, I foy———Verily I 
can't ſpeak one word more. [ Afide. 

tis. Proches leave ſniveling, Old Puzzletext, or I'll 
demoliſh this prop of thy Spectacles, thy Noe, 

Prim. Oh! Oh! 

Pin. Ay ſpeak, ſpeak, or by Gog-Magog. ——— 

Prim. Verily my Beloved, do not ſwear. 

Stu. What haſt thou got in thy Cloak-bag? 

Prim. My Cloak-bag ? 

Stu. Ay, thy Cloak-bag. 

Prim. Humph Nothing but a little Fuller's-Earth 
to ſcour an old Cloak. 

Stu. Fuller's-Earth ! 

8 Fuller's-Earth, nothing elſe as I am a living 
an. 

Pin. What is it that runs down thy Legs? 

Prim. Fuller's-Earth I ſuppoſe, Oh! 

Stu. Deliver it, and come another time and we'll 
give you ſome more. [ Takes it. 

Prim. Oh! the Bag is bor——rowed!. 

Pin. We will give you ſomething for it. 


* 
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AIR XI. How happy are Young Lovers. 


Me are wiſer than the Miſer; 
After raking ſtore of Pelf, 

With a Shilling, the poor Villain 
Dares not gratify himſelf; 

While the darling Sons of Riot, 
Eaſe him thus of Care and Strife, 
Go home and die, or keep thee quiet; 
Thou haſt had too. much of Life. 


Prim. Oh! I have parted with my Money for a 
Song. —the Abominatious Caterpillars. [ 4/ide. 
Stu. Be gone, Friend, be gone. | They turn him out. 
Pin. Look here my Lads, all Gold by this Light: 
Where is the Captain and Little John? we ſhould ſhare 


OW. 
« Stu, Oh! here comes the Captain well laden i'faith. 


Enter Robin Hood with Bags. 


Rob. H. There Gentlemen, theſe I made bold with 
Tom the Uſurer's Man who was going the other way. 
Come divide. [ They give Robin Hood two Bags, 

and take one each. 


Enter a Poor Man and his Wife, with à Child in ber 


ATMS. 


Ontl. Stand 
um. Ah! | 
Ontl. © 
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Outl. Deliver. 
Nom. Ah Gentlemen! I have nothing to part with 


but my Child; pray don't take that from me. 
Man. Ah Gentlemen! I have nothing to part from 
but my Wife, take her and welcome. 
Nob. H. The Fellow does not know what he ſays, 
here, here, good People, there is ſomething to re- 
lieve your Poverty. | Gives a Bag. 
P. M. Why, Captain, there is a Hundred Pounds. 
Rob. H. So much the better, it will do 'em the 
more good; it is my own Share I part with, Friend, 
I give nothing of thine away. | 
P. M. Now I think Two-pence or Three-pence 
between 'em had been mighty handſome. | 
Man & Wom. Oh bleſs your Goodneſs, noble Maſter ! 
| Rob. H. Let us aſcend the Hill, and ſeek out farther. 
Fortune, with open Hands, ſhall ever bleſs 
The Man who helps the Poor with his Succeſs. [ Exeunt. 


i Enter Prim, and Johnny, meeting. 


Prim. Ha! more Thieves! what will become of me? 
. John. I have been robb'd already, now I ſuppoſe I 
e fhall be raviſh'd, and flung into a Ditch, 
Prim. Johnny! 
Þ John. Malter! 
Prim. Kiſs me: It is a matter of great Conſolation 
to meer thee, for I have been robbed z but thy Money 
nis ſafe, I doubt not; where are thy Bags, Johnny? | 
John. Gone! gone! gone! 
Prim. Gone! how cam'ſt thou to let the Sons of 
Abomination have thy Bags too? 
John. Patience. 
„ Prim. Puppy, Fool, Scoundrel, Coxcomb.—s'blood, 
I am undone! ruin'd ! 
 Foba. Patience, I ſay, Patience. 
Prim Patience! the Devil and all his works: I'II 
, Rant and Swear, and Curſe and tear my Hair, in wild 
Deſpair 


26 KUBIN N00 


Deſpair; I'll roar and bellow like the Bull of Baſian; 

I'll run mad, and preach in Bedlam. 
[Tears his Band; and as he is going off, he is met by 
Pindar and Forreſter with a Lanthorn and Candle 


Pin. Haud! Haud! not ſo faſt, good Mr. Light- 


within, Since we have robb'd you of your Money, we 


will be ſo kind to kcep you together, and give you a 
Light home. [ Binds em together, and hangs the 
Lanthyrn round their Necks. 

[ Exeunt, 


Enter W. Stutely and Forreſters, with Matilda and Ma- 


rina Priſoners. 


Mat. Oh wretched Fortune! hear my piteous Cries, 
And do not wrong my Innocence. 

Mar. If you had ever Mothers, ſpare our Honour ; 
What elſe we have is yours. 

Stu. Look you Ladies, you are my Pris'ners by the 
right of Arms, and I muſt make bold to try my Man- 
hood upon you, 

Mat. Off! hated Villain. 

Stu. No words, Fair one. 

Mat. Oh! do not wrong me, 

Jam not what I ſeem Let me but paſs, 
And IIl reward you amply for the favour: 
Receive this Picture as a Pledge of Safety, 
Which I'll redeem with twenty times its Value. 

1 Outl. Come, come, Stute/y, I mult put in my 
Claim; all Prizes are to be ſhar'd in Common among 
us. 

2 Outl. And I mine. 

3 Outl. And I mine. 

Mat. Was ever hapleſs Maid in ſuch Diftreſs? 


AIR 
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Cure; tis very like one I owe my Life to. 
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P | | 
To wander over Hill and Dale, 
In flormy Nights and ſcorching Days, 
Where ev'ry Buſh does me appale, 
And Dangers dart a thouſand ways. 
For the dear Youth, whom Heav'n bleſs, 
leave all Pomp and Dignity, 
Was ever Maid in ſuch Diſtreſs, 
So toſs by Fate as wretched me? 


P. M. S'blood, this Woman js enough to ſing a Man 
out of his Senſes. 

: Oat]. She need not take much Pains to do that by 
thee, Peter. 

Stu. I have been looking all this while at this Pi- 
[ muſt 
ſerve this Lady handſomely : | 4fde],—In ſhort, Gen- 


tlemen, this thing ſhou'd be debated before our Cap- 
tain.— Vou all know he is a Man of Honour, and 'till 


we are Face to Face, I think our diſputing needleſs — 


we will leave it to him Do you agree? 
Omnes. Apreed ! 


Stu. In the mean time, Ladies, I rake it upon me 


to protect you, and you may depend upon it you ſhall 
have no foul Play. 


D 2 AIR 
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AIR XIII. To all you Ladies now at Land. 
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Tho' we are flormy as the Wind, 
Zet, oh ! be not alarm'd. 
Ew'n the Savage Race is kind, 
By pow'rful Beauty charm'd. 
In pity to your vanquiſh'd Foes, 
Oh! look around and give Repoſe, 
With a fa la la. 


End of the Second Act. 
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g ACT MH. SCENE IL 
SCENE continues. 


Enter Robin Hood, Stutely, Pindar, and Outlaws. 


Rob. H. 8 IN CE you appeal to me in this Affair, 

I muſt be fo plain to tell you it is 
the moſt ungenerous and contemptible Action a Man 
can be guilty of, to uſe Violence ro a Woman. Ler 
the Ladies be left to their own Choice amongſt us—. 
and if we are unhappy enough to meet their Diſlike 
though they were beautiful as Angels, and we fond ro 
Dotage of 'em ir is my Opinion, they ſhou'd 
be immediately ſer at Liberty. 

Stute. Well, Captain, ſince you're of that Opinion, 

let 'em chuſe, I ſay. 

P. M. Ay, let 'em chuſe; I'll be hang'd if they are 
not both fond of me. 

1 Out]. Thee Ay! thou art a bewitching Fi- 
gure, truly, 
: Mob. H. Come, no Diſputes When you hear 
my Horn, produce the Women, and this Affair ſhall 
be decided. Ler every Man of us be here. 

Omn. We ſhall be ready. | Ee. feverally. 


SCENE, Pindar's Houſe. 


Pindar's Wife aud Little John at a Banquet. 


Pin. V. Go, you are a naughty Creature, Litile 
Jacky. 


L. John. 
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L. John. For loving thee too well, Child — Bu: 
is the Cuckold fate? 

Pin. W. I warrant you—— He's gone to ſign ſome 
Writings, poor Fool 

L. John. While we ſeal Love at Home. 

Pin. W. Come, Little Facky, I know you're for the 
merry Thoughr when you are in my Company 
Shall I help you? f 

I.. John Faith, Child, I am for a full Diſh of thee. 
Pr'ythee carry me to your Bed-chamber again. R 


AIR XIV. White Joak. 
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J never ſaw a blooming I aſs, | 
Whoſe roguiſh Eyes cou'd thine ſurpaſs, 7 
Alluring Lovers to thy Arms. I 
Then let me thy white Boſom preſs, | 


A ſprightiy Humour it will raiſe 1 
Of moving Fozs— for Girls and Boys. 
Come, let us coo, as Turtles do; 


Oh make me happy— Say you will bleſs. 


Pin. W. Altbo' I have no Maidenhead, 
dare not lead you to my Bed; 
You naughty thing what would you do? 
With you you fee I dare not lay ; 
You force me thus to fly away. 
1 muſt conclude you will be rude: 


HZ 77 5 


came home. 


fore he came home. 


Oh 
bye. I'll make heaſte hoame 
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With me yeu'd go -— IT ſay no, no; 
But if you'll follow fe you may. 


I. John. Follow thee with all my Soul, my Dear. 
Enter Maid. 


Maid. Lud, Miſtreſs! here's my Maſter coming. 

[ Pindar without.) F ubby, Fubby, where art thou 
Fubby ? 

Pin. V. Undone 
Rogue—— quickly 


undone. Under the Table you 
So: 


Enter Pindar. 


Pin. Why, I had forgot the Writings, Fubby, and 
ſo I came back Wouns, what's all thick? 

Pin. V. Expecting you home, my Love, about this 
Time, I prepar'd a good Thing for my Dearce. 

Pin. Ay, pretty Fool, thou art always handling one 
good Thing or another Why do'ſt not eat, 
Fubby? 


Pin. W. My Dear, I had my Belly full before you 


Pin. Ah, Fubby thou art a Wag — Wouns, 
what's this under the Table? 
Pin. IV. Nothing but Towzer, your poor Dog 
The little Ratcal has been hunting in your Warren, 
my Life, and is fo tir'd — Lud, you'd have bleſt your 
ſelf ro have ſeen how the poor Devil hung his Ears af- 


Pin. Ah, poor Dug ——< I'll giv'n a Bit. Here, 
Towzer A hang thee, he has bit my Finger al- 
moſt off Get out, Sirrah 


Pin. V. Oh, my Dear, don't kick the poor Thing, 
he has taken a great deal of Pains. 


Pin. Well— well — I'll go and fetch the Papers 
here they are — Bye, Fubby— Lovy 
I know thou'lt 


be impatient 
Pin. V. To ſee you hang'd [ Aſide. 
Pin, 
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Pin. Bye, bye 
Pin. W. Bye Dearce. [Exit Pindar.] Bye Cuckold. 

Fox, Fox, come out of your Hole. 

L. 7ohn. Ay, that I will — with all my Soul 

Bur are you ſure he's gone 
Pin. V. Ay, he mounted at the Door, ſet Spurs to 

blind Sorrell, and gallop'd away as faſt as a Lawyer 

would run from the Devil. : 
IL. John. Or as a Man would run from his Wife. 
Pin. V. Or a Lover run to his Miſtreſs. 
L. John. Come then, my Charmer 


Enter Maid. 


a Maid. Oh, Lud, Lud! Here's my Maſter again, For- 
ooth. 

L. John. The Duce take him What's to be 
done now ? 

Pin. . Nay, I don't know; if he finds you, he will 
certainly geld ye. 

L. John. Oons! 

Pin. M. Ay! he would have ſerv'd a Gentleman's 
Chaplain ſo, but three Days ago, if he had nor 
jump'd out of the Window. 

L. John. Wou'd he, my dear Virtue ! How came 
he here? 

Pin. W. Why I was not wel] he came to pray 
with me and my Husband found the Gentleman 
upon his Knees. Poor, Mr. Zhumper had like to 
have bcen undone, and then all the Pariſh had been 
in an Upioar: Tho? they ſay it wou'd have clear'd his 
Voice mightily. 

[ Pindar without. | Fubby——— Fubby. 

Pin. Vi am undone rain'd for ever NW — 

J. John. Zauns, let me get into this Cradle— So! 

[ Pindar without. ] Why, Fubby! 


Let US— 
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AIR XV. The Bark in Tempeſt toſt. 
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Pin. W. My pretty little John, 
PII give thee a Kiſs or two, 
If thou wilt riſe and get thee gone. 
L. John. A marry, and thank ye too. ¶ Kiſſes her. 


[ Pindar without.) What a Duce doſt let me ſtand fo 
long at the Door for: What, mun I call an Haur ? 


Pin. V. Coming, Dearee. 


Enter Pindar. 
Bye, bye, bye. [ She rocks him. 


Thy dainty high Forehead, and high Roman Noſe, 
And that pretty Mark that lies under thy Cloaths; 
Before that I rock thee to ſweet Lullaby, 

Give me thy ſweet Lips— for to kiſs, kiſs, kiſs, kiſs. 


Bye, bye, bye. 


Pin. S'bleed, Iſe got the wrong Papers— Wauns ! 
what haſt thou got here, Fubby ? 

Pin. W. Why, Dearece, my Neighbour Ticklewell 
is gone to Market and has begg'd us to rock the 
Child in our Cradle; that is all, Deatee. 


E Pin 
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Pin. A Child! Wauns, it has the Face of a 
Mon. *Sbleed, I mon kiſs it. 

Pin. N. You ſhan't, Dearee, you'll make it fret- 
ful. 
Pin. Fret me no Frets, I'll kiſs it, and it were the 
Devil——— 'Sbleed, it has a Beard already. 

Pin. W. Why, Dearee, the Mother on 'en long'd 
for ſome Gammon o' Bacon, and the Briſtles ha- 
grown out of the Mouth ever ſince. | 

Pin. Ay bleed What's thick——— 2 
Mon's Perriwig. 

Pin. W. Oh, the Duce! What ſhall I ſay- 
Why, my Dear, my Neighbour Tictlewell dropt it, I 
— © ay out of her Bundle, when ſhe brought the 
Things, and this careleſs Slut cou'd not carry it after 
her. | [ Strikes her Servant. 

Pin. 'Sbleed don't be in a Paſſion, Dearee 
Ill carry the Mon's Perriwig my ſelf——— {| Going. 

Pin. V. Ay, but Dearee 

Pin. What ſay'ſt thou, Chicken? 

Pin. W. You forget the Lawyer, my Love. 

Pin. 'Sbleed—— fo I do——— Il change the 
Writings. So fo wn Throws down the Wig, 

oes in and returns.) Here are the right naw- a 
Where were my Brains to let Mr. Lawyer wait ſo 
long He'll take it as ill as one of your bungling 
Politicians wou'd do, when he is call'd to an Ac- 
count for undertaking a Buſineſs he does not under- 
ſtand. [ Exit. 

Pin. FF. So, all is fafe Come, riſe my Lamb- 
kin, and be a Man again. 

L. 72bn. For thy Love, I will, my Charmer, tho' 
8 8 run the Hazard of being in Mr. Thumper's 

8. 


[ Pindar without.) Why, Fubby, Fubby—— Yoa 
hoaw—— my little Fubby, 


Pins 


Cuckold as my Husband 
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Pin. V. Sure there never was ſuch a troubleſome 


The Devil muſt help 
you now. Whar ſhall I do with you? Here, un- 
der the Cradle. 


Enter Pindar. 


Pin. So hoy—— What Man's thick now. 
Who's thick? 

Pin. W. Why, Dearee, my Neigbbour Ticklewell 
has fetch'd home her Child, and has ſent her Man to 
borrow our Cradle. | 

Pin. Oh, if that be all, he's welcome He 
is welcome Hcark ye Give my Service to 
Neighbour Ticklewell—— d'ye hear, Friend. Come, 
Fubby, the Lawyer is gone—— and I will ſtay till to- 


morrow, for I have a Moind to have thy Life in the 
| TS too - And if we cou'd bur get an Heir — 


E 2 AIR 
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AIR XVI. Polwart on the Green. 
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Pin. W. I am thy gentle Fife, 
My trueft only Love. 
Pin. I love thee as my Life, 
As thou ſhalt quickly prove. 
Pin. W. My deareſt Spouſe, give me thy Hand, 
And to reward thy Care, 
Do thou provide, for me, the Land, 
And I' provide the Heir. 


Enter Outlaws, with Matilda and Marina. 


[Exe, 


Stute. Come, Ladies Our Captain is to hear 
the Matter in Debate——— and things will go righr, 


one way or other, in a few Minutes. 


AIR 
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ATR XVII. What Beauties does Flora diſcloſe. 


G Mar. Ye Rulers of Fortune, vouchſafe 
To hear our Petition, well pleas'd : 


« O may our lov'd Hero be ſafe, 
* & And our Hearts from this Anguiſh releas d.“ 
G Upon Him, our Deliv'rance depends, 

As, for Him, we are ſunk in Deſpair : 

From Dangers His Preſence defends, 


And, with Pleaſure, wou'd crown all our Care. 
[A Horn winded. 


1 Out]. Oh, here he is. We all attend you, Sir. 
Euter 
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Enter Robin Hood and Little John. 


Stute. Here are the Women, Maſter. 
Rob. Hood. Let 'em be gently treated. 
Ha ——— Am I alive—— a Joy, unknown till now, 
Fills all my Soul- — I am the Fool of Fortune: 
My Eyes deceive me ſure; art thou Matilda? 
Mat. This is too much for all my Sorrows paſt. 
I faint Oh my Marina / 
Rob. H. Nay, touch her not Let me alone ſu- 
ſtain her, 
Snatch her with eager Rapture to my Boſom, 
And look away my Eyes upon her Charms. 
Mat. My Lord! my Love! 
Rob. H. Do I claſp Matilda? 
Mat. Oh Huntington! 
Speech was not made to utter Joy like mine. 
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AIR XVIII. Fanny Knap. 


Now dear Fortune does ſmile, 
And all Sorrows beguile, 


To the Goddeſs our Homage we'll pay. 
Hunt. To great Love too we'll raiſe 

Fair Trophies of Praiſe, 

And bleſs for this kind happy Day. 


[The whole repeated by both. 


P. M. So then, I am cut out it ſeems 
mighty fine Work, truly 
Stu. Noble Captain I wiſh you Joy! Is this 
the Lady you love ſo? Poad, after what I have 
ſeen now, I believe in my Conſcience I ſhould love 
a Woman in earneſt, altho' I were Married to her — 

Madam be pleas'd to accept of your Picture again. 
Mat. This Picture did preſerve my threaten'd Honour, 
Oh welcome! welcome! —rhou ſhalt be well repaid. 
Rob. H. 1 thank thee, Friend Matilda deareſt 
Love, 

Loet us compleat our Happineſs this Day, 

And make Eternal Union Soul and Bod 
R By Honour I entreat thee. 


This is 


Mat. 
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Mat. Think'ſt thou I follow'd thy abandon'd Fortune, 
That I ſhould need that Queſtion Huntington 
Thou art the only Object of my Mind, 

And I am only Thine or nothing. [ Embracing, 

Rob. H. Oft' I have heard Marina's gentle Plaints, 
For wand' ring Darnel's vile Inconſtancy ; 
Reform, for Shame, a Life ſo Libertine, 

And take the Maid for ever to your Arms, 
Who with ſuch Fondneſs loves you. | 

L. John. Since Marriage is grown faſhionable, Ma- 
dam, if you can forgive me, I am determin'd to be 
your Servant; and I aſſure ye, I ſhall never repeat my 
ill Behaviour to you. 

Mat. Why, dear Marina, didſt thou not inform me 
Of thy Affection to this Faithleſs Man? 

Mar. Madam, you had too much Sorrow of your own, 
And ſhou'd I add my Grief to your Affliction? 

* {hall be well —here ſhall your Hands be 

oyn'd. 

P. A. What a Pox, is t'other Woman gone too? 
Here theſe People get whole Meals for Life, and I 
can't have a Mouthtul "tis very hard, all this. 


Trumpets. An Outlaw enters. 


Out. We are all beſet : take to your Arms with ſpeed : 
King Edward with a Thouſand of his Horſe 
Is ent'ring now the Wood, in ſearch of you. 
Mat. My Brother! Oh! I am loſt for ever. 
Hunt. Fear not, my Love; depend upon my Arm, 
My Life to guard thee. Ha! how gallantly 
Their Snowy Plumes play with the wanton Wind, 
And their bright Arms reflect the radiant Sun: 
By all my Hopes, I view the haughty Pembrook; 
Oh give him to my Vengeance, awful Heav'n. 
Mat. My Lord, my deareſt Love! 
Hunt. Stutely, if ever I deſerv'd thy Friendſhip, 
Be carcful of this Treaſure of my Soul; 
Let not thy Spiiit urge thee on to Battle, 


But 


jut 


And bury'd with thy Infamy. 
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But let her Safety be thy only Care. Shout. 
Hark ! they Approach — Come to my Arms, Matilda, 


— 


Fate is at Work Give me a laſt Embrace, 
'Thac if I fail, tho* mangled o'er with Wounds, 
This dear Remembrance may poſſeſs my Soul, 
And ſend it hence in Peace. | 
Mat. Oh farewel ! 
Rob. H. Fear not, my Love: 
Heav'n will preſerve thy blooming Innocence, 
And unſeen Angels guard thee trom the Foe. 
[| Exeunt ſeverally. 


A March. Enter the King, Pembrook, Sc. 


King. Command a Halt, my Noble Lord of Pembrooł. 
Pem. Halt. 

1 Capt. Halt. 

2 Capt. Halt. 

King. It is moſt certain then, this famous Robber 


| Is the degraded Earl of Huntington, 


And that Matilda has purſu'd his Fortune ? 

Pem. Moſt true, my Leige. 
Bur dread Correction waits upon your Arms. 

King. Let us divide our Force, to ſeek him out: 
Ha! by Heav'ns, the Villains face our Troops, 


+ Sound, {ound the Trumpets 3 let our Drums beat 


Thunder; 


Charge, Charge for Victory, Edward and Pembrook. [ Ex. 


Claſhing. Shout. Enter Huntington. 
Hunt. Hoa! Pembrook, Pembrook, ice thy Rival 
here. 
Enter Pembrook. 
Pem. Is thy Name Huntington ? 
Hunt. Thine I am ſure is Pembrook, —wou'd it were not, 


For thou diſhonour'ft it: All thy Noble Anceſtors 
Shall look with Pleaſure down to ſce thee fall, 


Pem. 1 hate thee, Huntington, thy Sight is bane ful, 
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I cannot breathe the Air which thou muſt draw; 
Thou haft ſupplanted me in Love and War; 
Complcar thy Triumph now, if thou art Brave, 
Or ycild thee to my Sword, and own my Power. 
ut. if ever 1 could love thee, it were now. 

There's tomething Generous in fair Defiance; 
Excrt thy Manly Arm, we'll carve a Feaſt 
Fit tor the jaws of all-devouring Death: 
Think on Matilda. | 

Pem. Perdition on thee! This for her and me. 


[ They fight, Pembrook falls. 


Hunt. IH I had fall'n, 
Be witneſs, Heav'n, I wou'd have pardon'd thee. 
Keep not thy Rancour, Pembrook, to the Grave, 
But in regud to what we call Hereatter, 
Ir thou muſt die —expire in Charity. 

Fem. Oh gen'rous Rival! thy cxalted Soul 
Makes me look little to my ſel.— Forgive me, 


And what I've left of Life ſhall all be thine. 


Enter the King, Cc. 


King. What horrid Sight is this? - Pembroob is ſlain! 
What art thou, Fellow? 

Hunt. All that is left of Huntington. 

King. Is not that Pembrook bleeding on the Earth? 

Fiuut. Moſt true- na x 

Aiag Has the red Hand of Slaughter reach'd thy Heart, 
Thou Noble Youth ?—We will revenge thy Death: 
Thou Huntington, ; | 
W ho haſt with Force unjuſt oppreſt rhe People, 
And like a Vagabond, an Outcaſt Slave, 
Triumph'd in Rapine, 
Scduc'd my Royal Siſter from the Court, 
To wander atter thy abandon'd Fortune; 
Deſtroy'd the Flower of Nobility, 
By ciuel Murther of the Earl of Pembyoot 
Remain'd within the Boſom of the Land, 
iu trong Contempt of our ſevere Decree, 
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W hich banith'd thee our wum, Anſwer this, 
Say wherefore haſt thou ſo offended, Traytor? 
Pem. Oh hear me! Sacred Maſter, 
And by the Truth of an expiring Man, 
I muſt acquit the Gallant Huntington 
Of all my former Accuſation: Royal Sir, 
Love made a Villain of thy favour'd Pembrook; 
There is not in the Britiſß Realms, a Man 
More worthy of your Grace, than is my Conqueror— 
; Loſe not your Lamentation on a Wretch 
Who many Years has fill'd your Ears with Falſhood. 
King. ls it poſſible ?-—Oh Pembrook / — Heav'n for- 
give thee. . 
Pem. My Blood is juſtly ſpilt Let me intreat 
J may not ſuffer Torture in my Death, 
To ſee Matilda giv'n to Huntington, 
Tho' he alone deſerves her. Bear me off, 
Thar I may die in Peace And at my End, 
For Truth and Loyalty I recommend 8 
This for a Faithful Subject and a Friend. 
[* Pointing to Huntington.) Exit, Led off. 
King. What have I done? Canſt thou forgive thy 
Prince? 
Here let all Diſcord ceaſe, my Noble Lord, 
- Thou now art mine for ever All rhe Honours 
* Which my mittaking Hand has raviih'd from thee, 
=_ Shall doubly be reſtor'd. — ſay, Dy Friend, 
Where is our Royal Siſter? Tell me freely. 
Hunt. Firſt let me kiſs the Earth that bears your 
Highnels, 
la humbleſt Gratitude————Then veild Matilda 
To my thrice-honour'd Matter Stutely, hoa. 


Mo 


Exter Stutely and Matilda. 


Mas. My Brother! 
Kling. Come to my Arms, thou Miracle of Love; 
1 hold thee thus, but to reſtore thee here. 
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May gentle Heav'n give you endleſs Bleſſings 

Came, let us haſte to conſummate your Joys, | 

Leave this diſaſtrous Forreſt for a Court, g 

Where ſplendid Grandeur ſhall attend your Hours, 

And fix your Happineſs for ever there. | 
P. M. So, here is no Body to be hang'd, it ſeems, {| 
Hunt. Stutely, whoever Huntington has wrong'd, 

Shall doubly be repaid their utmoſt Loſs. 

Half of my large Poſſeſſions I'll beſtow 

On my Companions, which I humbly hope 

Will join their Hearts to Virtue. 

King. Thou ſhalt not be the poorer, Huntington; 

Thou haſt a Princeſs' Dowry to receive. 

 Omnes. Long live your Majeſty! 

1 Out]. We humbly beg leave to preſent your Ma- 

jeſty with a rural Entertainment. J 


4 DANCE. 


AIR | 
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AIR XIX. When forky Lightning flies auin- | 


: 
h ＋ ” Il 


LI. John. While Joys increaſe, and Pleaſures flow, l 
We'll Revel, Dance and Sing : | 
Bid an Adieu to every Woe, 
And make the Welkin ring : | 
For Robin Hood's Deliv'rance dear, | 
Chor Our Glory now, as late our Fear, | 
Vith Thanks revere the King. 
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